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Thrill of the Hunt 


He's sitting there so carelessly on the bed, one caramel leg dangling off with the red comforter as it drapes on 
the ground. He leans back, shaking his hair out of his eyes and gives you a smile. A god, you think. Your own 
rock god. And when he bites his lip, you shudder. You could worship him, you know, drop to your knees before 


him, fall for his trap. No religion ever touched you like him. No religion ever made you beg like him. 


He's smiling at you, a weird little smile, one that makes his eyes crinkle at the corners, but doesn't quite lift 
his lips. "What?" you ask softly. He doesn't answer, just shakes his head and smiles more. You wonder if he 


won't or maybe he can't. But you always think things like that. 


The carpet is soft, plush, beneath your feet as you pad towards him. He watches you quietly, Tossing his hair 
back again and lifts his leg, blocking your from his bare chest. Does he feel like he needs protection? From 
you? No, you realize as he smiles again and pushes himself back farther on the bed. It's all a game. He crooks 
one finger towards you and you lick your lips in anticipation. You can already feel his body, his warmth, your 
fingertips tingle with the remembered feel of his skin. 


He's reached the headboard now, dislodging pillows and rumpling the blankets. He bows his head, still staring up 
at you with dark eyes and pushes his hair behind his ear. His hand runs lightly over the downy soft cover in 


slow circles and you pause at his dare. Times like this, you wish you had a camera He never believes you 


when you tell him how you see him in your dreams. 


You advance again until your legs bump the edge of the mattress and he hides from your stare, lowering his 
eyes and licking his lips. You can see his chest start to heave as his breath quickens and it excites you. So, you 
spear him with your gaze, willing him to glance up and when he does, your mouth quirks into a savage smirk. 
His stare is a deer caught in headlights, your prey caught in your web. Holding his gaze, you strip off your 
shirt and toss it over you shoulder; you don't care where it lands. He flattens himself against the headboard 
and folds his arms over his chest, his legs curling upwards, instinctively defensive. You sneer wickedly and fall 
to the bed, slowly crawling towards him on your hands and knees. There's no need to move quickly, he's already 


your prisoner. Excitement sparks in his eyes but he quickly hides it, ducking his head to hide in his hair. 


The bedspread slithers beneath your hands and you clutch it with each inch you move. Your hair hangs over 
your face, obscuring your view of him if only just a little, so you flip it back with one practiced motion and 
delight in how he watches it hungrily. He likes your hair-likes to bury his hands in it to bring you closer to 
him, likes to tie knots in it as he writhes beneath you, likes to pull it as he comes. 


You slink up to him, your hands sliding up his bare legs and over his knees before slipping to his chest. You 
slither up his stomach, coursing over one nipple and let your hand rest at the nape of his neck. He shivers and 
you can feel a drop of sweat under your fingertips. You tilt your head, looking for his eyes, but they're closed 


as he's already surrendered. You smile and close in on his soft lips for the kill. 


But you find yourself buried headfirst in the few pillows left on the bed as he's no longer there. You snarl and 
pull yourself out, whipping around to glare at him. He laughs and shakes his finger at you. "I'm not that easy to 
catch," he tells you and darts out the door. 


Your jaw drops in astonishment, your annoyance disappearing. You never thought he would do that. That was 
completely out of character, your mind sputters, unwilling to accept that the lazy creature you know would 
bother to run. You thought you knew him, knew him to the core. There's a twinge of betrayal in your shock, 


but you feel a flare of excitement underneath it all and you really can't help yourself. You chase after him. 


When you reach the open door and look out into the hallway, he's already gone, snuck into someone else's room. 
A pang of jealousy stabs deep inside at the thought of someone else seeing him like this—the wild and wanton 
creature in your dreams-but, irritated, you suppress it, focusing instead on the thrill of the hunt. 


You go to the nearest door and test the handle. It's locked so you try the next one and that opens smoothly. 
Fortunately the current occupants are out for the evening, so you slip inside, your head swinging from side to 
side as you try to take in the entire room at once. A long wooden dresser with two mirrors stands to your 
left, facing two beds. There's only silence as you cautiously approach, wondering if he's in this room at all. Then 


you hear his laugh. 


You run back out to the hallway, but he's disappeared again. You sigh in agitation and push your long hair back 
with one hand as you stalk down the hallway. Frustrated already, you pass three doors and head to one you 


know is going to be open You stride in, easy as you please, not caring to announce yourself. Startled eyes peer 
up at you from under shaggy black hair, and an old beat-up guitar twangs uneasily. You merely wave to Izzy, 
not bothering to say a word because you know that he wouldn't care what you said anyway. You check behind 
the door, just in case and walk to the center of the room to peer under the beds. When you come back up, 
Izzy's smirking at you and you snarl at him. "What?" 


He shrugs and goes back to his guitar, but you can still see the smile. Does he know something you don't? The 
door slams behind you and you spin, your hair continuing the motion even after you stop. You stare blankly at 
the door before turning slowly back to Izzy who doesn't say a word. But he does play a familiar song and you 

realize just how bad you are at this hunting thing. You growl and jump to your feet, slamming the door behind 


you too. 


Now you're walking fast down the hallway, trying every door. They're all locked and all you get are complaints 
when you rattle the handles. You reach the end of the doors and run straight into the elevator. You look to 
either side of you, seeing two long hallways leading away and you realize that he could be anywhere. You punch 
the wall in frustration. 


Warm arms slide around you from behind, circling your waist before climbing up your bare chest and you 
freeze in shock as he whispers thickly in your ear "Giving up?" You turn around to seize him, but he's gone, 
laughing as he runs down another hallway. Your determination renewed, you give chase as you realize again, 


just what you're hunting. 


He reaches the final set of elevators before you and by the time you arrive, he's already going up. You jab at 


the up button, willing an elevator to open and you're in luck, one does. 


You don't know for sure where he was going, but you have a hunch and you push the button to take you to 
the floor with the pool. The pool was all he could talk about when you checked into the hotel, and you know the 


pool's the only thing on his mind now. 


Sure enough, he's there. You can see him through the glass, sprawling on a deck chair and talking comfortably 
with Steven. He sees you coming and laughs, getting up to run again. When you burst into the room, he's on 
the opposite side so you try to chase but he runs so you fake the other way. He copies you and soon you're 
chasing him around the pool. Its not the smartest thing you've ever done in your life. Steven's lounging in his 
chair like this was entertainment, his fist in the air as he cheers the both of you on, though you know he's 
rooting more for your prey than you. Two laps around the pool and he's left you in the dust to make a break 
for it out the same door you came in. You follow closely after, but stop to push Steven into the pool first. 


He's standing in the elevator when you come running out the door, but it's not closed yet. His face shifts to a 
trapped look and his breath quickens. You don't waste any time, jumping inside with him just as the door pings 
closed. He backs into the corner, staring at you with wild eyes. You grab his hair, wrenching his head back and 
kiss him savagely. He moans under your lips as he clings to your shoulders, fingers digging into the muscle. 
Your free hand clutches his hip, forcing him up against you and you shiver from the pleasure. He's soft and 
pliable under your hands but you can't help but wonder if it's another act, if he going to run again. 


When you reach your floor, he follows you readily, not letting your mouth leave his even for a second. You 
slam him against the wall, holding his arms down to kiss him again. Then you pull away, glancing around 
desperately for the door to your room. He frees himself, knocking your hands away, to throw himself at you, 
clutching you to him. You gasp and curse at him under your breath, you hands scraping down his back, 
catching in his hair and not caring. He's moving against you in a maddening rub and you can't seem to think 
anymore. Your hand fumbles on the handle and he tries to help but only absently, getting in the way more 
than anything. 


You've never had to work this hard for him before. Except for the second time. Your first night together was 
easy if not exactly remembered clearly-only sloppy kisses and fumbling for each other in the dark. The second 
time, though, he fought and though this is different, a different kind of fight, you're reminded of it. You 


shudder as he nips under your jaw, your blood pumping harder. It reminds you of what conquest feels like. 


You finally get the door open and shove him inside, breaking his grip on your shoulders as he stumbles 
backwards. You devour him with your eyes as he pants but you remember something. You turn your back to 
him as he cocks his head but you know what you're doing. You lock the door, turning the mechanism with 
more force than necessary and, just for good measure, grab the nearby chair, propping it up beneath the 


handle. If he wants to escape this time, you're going to be able to catch him. 


He laughs at your precautions, throwing himself onto the bed and comes up onto his hands and knees to circle 
around so he can stare at you. His dark hair falls over his face, but you can still make him out beneath the 


curly mop. 


You advance like the predator you are, snarling and baring your teeth and you can smell his arousal. You tower 
above him, something you're not quite used to but like none the less and reach out to shove him down onto 
the bed. You jump on top of him, you teeth savaging at his collarbone as your hands work at his shorts, trying 
to get the slinky things off when he won't lift his hips. A stinging slap to his thigh and he's cooperating with 
you, kicking the shorts off himself before wrapping his legs around your waist. 


You growl and scrape your fingernails over his shoulders, delighting in how he arches against you like a cat in 
heat, clawing back at you. He tosses his head to the side, offering you his neck and you gladly bite down, 


claiming him as yours. 
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He's moaning, arching up against you and you know he's ready. There's lube in the drawer just like you knew 
there would be; he never fails to disappoint. A quick, brutal kiss and you're slowly pushing into him as he 
writhes beneath you, your arms folding around his back to hold him at least partially still. You watch each 
snarl and each whimper cross his face and feel vague pride at causing them, feel the pleasure of control, of 


knowing that at that moment you're his world. 


He surprises you, though, when he grabs your hair, yanking your head down to kiss you fiercely. He tightens 
his grip around your waist, finishing your slow entry at his whim and effectively taking the control away from 


you. You growl a curse at him and break away, pushing yourself up on arms that are shaking for exertion and 


the shivers that rack your body. He blindly searches for you again, wanting you flush against him but you sit 


back on your heels, tossing your hair out of your eyes as you sneer down at him. 


You thrust slowly when you know that he needs it fast. Gentle when he wants it hard. He's had enough of 
foreplay but he needs to know who's in charge. He whimpers and tosses his head from side to side as he lifts 
his hips, hoping to tempt you into doing what he wants. You like him like this, desperate and wanting, but huff a 
laugh and speed up. Never could resist him for long, anyway. So you bury your face into his neck and give him 


what he wants. 


You try to keep your head out of his way but he still manages to grab your hair and pull it when he comes. 
His breath hitches and his eyes flutter as he slams against you one last time and freezes, his back arched. 
You pause too, just to watch him, because this is your favorite moment of all. You can forgive him anything- 


his stubbornness, his addictions, his games-just as long as you get to see this every night. 


He comes down slow, breathing deeply as he shudders with the aftershocks. He moans low in his throat as you 
start again, continuing to rock his body with your thrusts. You see his eyes flutter open and he stares at you 
with dark, dark eyes and you know you've lost right there. You scream as you come, driving him into the 


pillows and he pulls your hair again, yanking your head back. You arch with it and go blind. 


He's waiting for you when you come back, still staring at you. You sigh and flop yourself down on top of him; 
you can't seem to hold yourself up anymore. He sighs too and strokes your hair, slowly petting you as he 
follows the entire length. You wince a bit because you think for sure this time he's pulled some out but it's 
too pleasant for you to complain. You just lay against his chest, letting his breath slowly lift your body up and 


down while you sink into dreams with dark, dark eyes. 


